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MAGBALENA.

1 would bave Killed you if & brosth
Fraught with some inscosate Mlq:h -

That it had faded from m
ike in :
Like roses in » single - :
' &
1 would have killed you thus sad felt
My will & blessed doom had dealt:

Al would to God! then I had been
Unconseious of your scarlet sin,

Magdalena?
And pearer yet the hands streteh out,
A tho d silver P ut
Magdalena!
1ift you up through Soods of Hght!
1 see your garments growing white ;-

TRANSLATED FROM THE FEENOM OF
OCTAVE FEUILLET.

—

NIL
Mavovsr, 20rs SerrEMEER.

1 have just received wvour letter. You
belong to the true breed of Monomotapa
f , Paul. Bat abat puerility! And
such is the cause of your sudden return!
A (rifle, & gilly nightmare, which for two
succesRIve li"hu caused you to hear the
sound of my voice ealling on vou for help!
Ab, bitter iruite of the wretched German

" , Paxi, you sre foolish!—
And yet you tell me things that move me
to tears. 1 cannot answer you as | would
like to. My heartis tender, but my b
ie dry. 1 bave pever been able wleh any
one, *L loveyou!” Thereisa jealons fiend
who alers oo my lipes every word ot affec-
tion, and n w0 it & tone of irony.—
But, thank , ¥ou know me!

It seeme that 1 make
wou make me weep?

1. Yes, my noble adventore i the forest
s had a sequel, and a sequel with which
1 might have very well dispensed. All
the misfortunes which fou felt were threat-
ening me have sctuslly happened 10 me;

rest , therefore.
'I'I:Zylolbving this fatal day 1 began
Lﬂ, uering the esteem of my hosts at

while

i relating to them good-natured-
Iy the mosi pi episade of my famous
race. I saw beaming as they beard

the oarrstive; the woman in particular
was writhing in atrocious convulsions, and
with formidable

of ber jaws. 1

have wever ssen saything so hideous iu all
my life a8 this coarse, cowherd’s joy.
As a testimonial of the complete resto-
tion of his sympathy the miller asked me
il mﬁuxoﬂa ing, took down from
& hook over bis mantelpiece a rusty
tube, that made me think of er
Btocking's rifle, and lsid it into my hands,
while boasting of the rmurderous gualities
of that iustrument. I acknowledged bis
kindness with an outwazd show of lively
satisfaction, never having had the heart
to undeceive who think they are
doing something to plesse me, and | stari~
ed for ihe woods that cover the hillsides,
carrying like & lance that venerable wea-
pon, which seemed i W me of the
most dangerous kind went to take a
seat on the heather, and I carefully laid
down lh.a‘m‘un by m.h!;.hfn I amused
mysell" Away, wing
st thém, the young u‘:{»i
imprudently in the vicinity of an
of war for the effeots of which I could noi

be responsible. Thanks o these precau~
tiona, for over an hour that this bunt last

ed, no accident bappened.
To spes
sllow

twoo'clock in

80, probably, tosee me alive atill.
to take & siand opposite the
undertook to !nngo:.

minister.
I was

ell, I am giad of

#tones }i?ﬂ
ts that ventured
ine

idly, 1 was rather glad to
to pses when the hunting-
party from the chateau sre in the habit ot
taking the field, not caring very much,
s remnant of vain-glory, to find | ed

myself on their ethatday, Towards
tg: afternoon, 1 left my sest

of miot and wild thyme, sutisfied that I
had, henceforth, no unpleasant encounter
to end. [ Lhanded the blunderbuss
to the miller, who secmed somewhat sur-
prised 1o see me empty-handed, and more
I went
I and I
general view of the
ruin, & magnificent water-color, which is
certainly (o secure the approbation of the

deeply absorbed in my work, when
I suddenly iancied I could bear more dia-
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horses which, since my misadventure, was
forever haunting my ears. I tarned around
sharply,and I discovered the enemy with-
in two bundred paces of me. This time
he was attired in plain clothes, beinf ap~
ntly equipped for an ordinary ride; he
B::ohained. since the previohs day sev-
eral recruits of both sexes, and now real-
ly formed an imposing body. Though
Jong prepared for euch an occurrence 1
m?d vot help & certain discomfort, and
1 secretly cursed those indefatigable idlers.
Nevertheless, the thought of retreating
never occurred to me; I had lost sall taste
for flight for the rest of my daye.
As the cavalcdde drew nearer, I could
bear smothered laughter and whisperings,
the subject of which was bot too evident
to me I must confess that a spark of
anger was beginning to burn in my heart,
and while going on with my work with
an alpnuum of unabated interest, and
indulging in admiring motions of the head
before my water-color, I was lending to
the scene gong on behind me s somber
and vigilant attention. However, the first
intention of the party seemed to be to spare
my misfortune; instead of following the
path by the side of which 1 was established,
and w{ich was the shortest way to the
ruing, they turned amde townards the right,
and filed |v:y in silence. Onealoneamong
them, falling out of the main group, came
rapidly in my direction, and stopped with-~
in ten éteps of my studio; though my face
was bent over my drawing, | felt, by that
strange iotuition which every one knows,
& buman look fixed upon me. 1 raised
my eyes with av air of indifference, drop-
ping them again almost immediately; that
rapid gesture had been suificient to enable
me to recoguize that indiscreet observer,
the yonng lady with the bloe feathers, the
original cause of all my mishaps. She was
there, boldly seated on her horse, her chin
raised, ber eves half closed, examining me
from head to foot with admirable inso-
lence. 1 had thought it best at first, out
of respect for ber sex, 1o abandon myself
without resistance to her impertivent cu~
riogity; but after & few seconds, se she
manifested no intention of putting an end
to her proceedings, I lost patience, and,
raising my head more openly, 1 fixed my
eyes upon her with polite gravity, but per-
sisting steadiness. She bluslied; seeing
which, I bowed Bhe returned me a
s slight inclination of the bead, and, mov-
ing off at a canter, she disappeared under
the vault of the old church. 1 thus re-
mained master of the ficld, keuﬂi relish-
ing the triamph of fascination I had just
obtained over that little person, whom
there certainly was considerable merit in
putting out of countenanoe.
The ride through the forest lasted some
twenty minutes, and | soon beheld the
brilliant fantasia debouching pell-mell
from the portal. I feigned again a pro-
found abstraction; but this time again, one
of the riders left the company and ad-
vanced toward me; he was & man of tall
stature, who wore a blue frock-coat, but~
toned up o his chin, in military style —
He was marching so etraight upon my lit~
tle establishment, that I could not help
supposing he intended passing right over
it for the amusement of the ladies. [was
therefore watching him with a furtive but
wide awake glance, when I had the satis-
faction of seeing him stop within three
steps of my camping-stool, and removing
his hat:
“Monsieir,” he said, in & full and frank
tone of voice, “will you permit me to look
st your drawing?’

I returned bis salutation, nodded in 4o-
ken of acguiescence, and went on with my
work. After & moment of silent contem~

tion theunknown equestrian, apparent-
y yielding to the violence of his impres-
sions, allowed & few laudatory epithets to
escape him; then, resuming his direct al-
locution:

“Monsieur,” he said, “allow me to re-
tarn thanks to your talent; we ahall be in~
debted to it. I feel quite sure, for the pres-
ervation of these ruine, which sre the or~
nament of our district.”

I sbandoned at once my reserve, which
could wo longer be anything but ckildish
sulkiness, and 1 replied, a8 1 thought 1
should, that be was appreciating with too
much indulgencea mere amateur's sketely;
that I certainly bad the test desire of
saving these beautiful ruine, but that the
most important part of my work threat-
ened to remain quite insignificant, for
want of hietorical information which I had
vainly tried to find in the archives ol the
county-seat

“Parblen, Monsieur,” rejoined the horse-
man, “You please me greatly. [ havein
my library a la prog:rtion of the ar-
chives of the Abbey. Come and consult
them at your leisure. 1 shall feel grateful
to you for doing s0.”

l’thnnked him with some embarrass-
ment I regretted not to bave known it
sooner. 1 feared being recalled to Paris
by a letter which I was expecting every
day. Nevertheless, I had risen to make
this answer, the ill grace of which 1 strove
to attenuate by the courteousness of my
sttitude. At this time I formed & clearer
idea of my interlocutor. He was a hand-
some old man, with broad shoalders, who
seemed to carry with ease the weight of
some gixly winliu. l:mn’d rhoseol;’ig:sl’mue

es expressed ibe kindliest eeling.
eJr"l.')\:um! come!” he e:clailged. “let us
speak frankly. You feel some repugnance
at miogling with that band of hare-brain-
ed scamps you see yonder, and whom I
tried in vain yeste yl* to keep out of &

tinetly than usual that sound of running | ¥

ou. ** You must be fond of whist;
we'll have a fbmo together. You must
like to live well—delicately, 1 mean, as it
is proper and suitable for & man of tsste
and intelligence. Well! since you appre~
ciate good living, I am your man; I have
an excellent cook. 1 may even say that
I have two for the present: one coming in
and one going out; it 18 & copjunction; the
result is, & contest of skill, an academic
tourney, of which you will assist e in ad-
ind;ing the prize! * * Cowe!" he added,
sughing ingenuously at bis own chatter-
ing, "It's settled, isn't it? I'm goinﬁ o
carry you oft.” Happy, Paul, thrice hap-
is the man who can say No! Alone,
e is really master of his time, of his for~
tune, and of his honor. One should be
able to say Nol even to & ?:I;‘Fu' even to
& woman, even to an amiable old man,
under penalty of surrenderiog at hazard
his charity; his dignity, and his independ~
ence, For want ol‘smnzﬁ\h how mach
misery, how many downfalls, how many
crimes since Adam!

While I was considering in my own
mind the invitation which had been ex~
tended to me, these thonghts erowded in
my bram. I recognized their profound
wisdom, and I said Yes!—fatal word,
through which I lost my paradise, ex-
changing a retreat wholly to my taste—

ful, laborious, romantic, and free—
lor the stiffuess of a residence where so~
ciety displays all the fug of ite insipid
dissipations. I demanded the necessary
time for effecting my removal, and Mon-
sieur de Malonet left me, afler graspiog
my haud cordially, declaring that he was
extremely ple with me, and that
he was going to stimulate Lis two cooks
to give me a triumphant reception. *'I
am going,"” said he, in conclusion, “to an-
nounce to them an artist, & poet; that will
work up their imagination.”

Toward fiveo'clock, two valets from the
chatean came to take charge of my light
baggage, and to advise me Lhat a carriage
was waiting for me on the top of the hills,
I bade farewell to my cell; I thanked m
hosts; and 1 kissed theiwr little urchins, all
besmeared and ill-kempt as they were—
These kind people seemed to see me going
with regret. 1 felt, myeelf, an extraordi~
nary and unaccountable sadness. [ know
not what strange sentiment attached me
to that valley, but I left it with an aching
heari, as one leaves his native country.

More to-morrow, Paul, for I am ex-
hausted.

w.

26rn SerTEMBER.
The chatean of Malouet is & massive
and rather vulgar construction, which
dated some one hundred years back., Fine
avenue, & court of hooor of a handsome
siyle, and an ancient park impart to

it, however, an aspect truly seigneurial.
The old marquis came to receive me at
the oot of the stoop, his arm un-
der mine, and after leading me through a
long mase of corriders, introduced me in-
to & vast drawing-room, where almost
complete obscurity prevailed; I could on-
Iy vaguely distinguiah, by the intermitent
blaze of the hearth, some twenty persous
ol both sexes, scaltered here and there in
small gronpe Thaoks to this blessed

bad just called my atiention, and I had
no hesitation in designating as “classic”
the one that was surmonnted with a tem-
ple of Cupid, and a figure of that god in
polychromatic pastry.

“A hit?” exclaimed the marquis. **Bra-
vol Rostain shalt hear of it, and his
heart will rejoice. Ah, monsieur, why
has it not been my good fortune to receive
you in my house u few days soconer? 1
might perhaps have kept l{o-uin. or, to
speak more truly, Rostain might perhaps
have kept me,for I cannot conceal the fact,
g:ntlemen hunters, that you are not in
the good graces of the old cAsf, and I am
not far from attriputing his departure,
from whatever pretext be may choose to
color it, to the annoyance he feels at your
complete indifference. Thinking it might
be agreeable to him, I informed him
a few weeks ago that our hunting<meet-
ings were about tosecure him a concourse
of connoiseurs worthy of hie m”

“Moaseur le Marquis wil nie,”
replied Rostain with s sickly smile, “if I
do not share his illusione: in the first

ace & hunter devours and does not est;

e brings to the table the stomach of a
man just saved from sbipwreek, iratum
ventrem, asVHorace says, and swallows up
without choice and without reflection,
gule parens, the most serions productions.
of an artis; in the second place, the vio~
lent exercige of the chase has developed
in such guests an inordinate thirst, which
they generally slake without moderation.
Now, monsieur le Marquis iz not igno~
rant of the opinion of the ancients on
the excessive use of wine during meals; it
blunts the taste, vina
Nevertheless, Monsieur le Marquis msy
rest assured that I shall labor to please
hie guests with my usual conscientious-
ness, though with the paintul certainty
of not being understood.”

Alter utlering these words, Rostain
draped himeelf in his toga, cast to heav~
en the look of an usappreciated genius
and left my study.

“1 would have thought,” I said to the
marquis, “that you wonld havespared no
sacrifice to retain that great man.”

*“You judge me correctly, sir,” replied
Mounsieur de Malouet; “but you'll see he
carried me to the very hmits of impossi-
bility. Precisely a week ago, Monsieur
Rostain, having solicited a private audi-
ence, Announ to me that he found him-
eelf under the painful necessity of leaviog
my service. ‘Heavens! Monsieur Ros-
tain to leave my service! And where do
you expect to go? ‘To Paris.' ‘What!
to Paris! But you had shaken upon the

t Babylon the dust of your sandals!

be decadence of taste, the increasing dew
velopment of the romantie cuisine! Such
are vour own words, Rostainl’ He re-
Eliedz ‘Doubtless, Monsieur le Marquis;
ut provincial life bas bitter trials which
I had not forseenl' I offered fabulous
wages; he refused. 'Come my good fel-
low, what is the matter? Ah! I see, you
don't like the scullery-maid; she disturbs
your meditations her vulgsr songs;
very well, consider her dismissed! * *
That is not enough? Is it Antoine, then,
who is objectionable? I'll him!
Is itthe coachman? I'll send him away!’
In short, I offered him, gentleman, the
whole h bold as a holocanst. Bat, at

twilight, 1 effected safety in my entrance,
which bad at a distance offered itself Lo
my imagination under & solemn and
somewhat alarming light. [ had barely
time to receive the compliment of welcome
which Madame de Harouet addressed me
in & feeble but penetrsting voice. BShe
took my arm almost at once to pass into
the diniog~room, having resclved, it ap~
pears, to refuse no mark of consideration
to 8 pedesirian of such surprising agili-
ty.
’Once at the table and in the bright light,
I was not long in discovering that my
feats of the previousday had by no means
been forgotten, and that I was the center
of geneneral attention; but [ stood bravely
this cross-fire of curious and ironical
Ellnm, intrenched on the one haud be-
ind & mountain ol flowers tbat orna~
mented the center of the table, and on the
other assisted in my delensive position by
the ingenuoas kindness of my weighbor.
1¢ de Malouet is one of those rare
old women whom superior strength of
mind or grcu purity of soul has preserved
against despair at the fatal bour of the
fortieth year, and who have saved from
the wreck of their youth a single waif, it-
selfa supreme charm, grace. Bmall frail,
ber face paleand withered from the effects
of habitual suffering, she jusiifie§ exactly
her Lusband's expression: “She s a
breath, a breath that exhales intelligence
and good naturg!” Not & shadow of any
pretension unbecoming her age, an ex-
quisite care of her person without the
fuintest trace of coquetry, & complete ob-
livion of her de youth, a sort of
bashiuluess al being old, and & touching
desire, not to please, but to be forgive
en; sach is my adorable marquise. She
has traveled much, read much, and knows
Paris well. 1 roamed with her through
one of those rapid conversations in which
two minds whirl and for the first time
seek w0 become lc%uniuud. rambling
from one pole to the other, touching light-
Iy upon all things, disputing gayly and
happy to agree.

Monsieur de Malouet geized the oppor-
tunity of the removal of the collossal dish
that separated us to ascertain the condi~
tion of my relations with his wife. He
seemed satisfied at our evident good in-
telligence, - and raising his sonorous aund
cordial voice: .

eilly affair, for which I now beg to tend
you my sincere spologies, My name is
the Marquis de Malouet, sir. After all,
went off with the honors of the day.
hey wished to see you; you did not wish
to be seen. You carried your point. What
else can you ask?”

I could not help laughing on hearing
such a favorable interpretation of my un-
lucky scrape,

“You laugh,” rejoined the old marquis;
“bravo! we'll soon come toan understand-
ing, then. Now, what's 10 prevent your
coming to my house? My wife has request-
me to invite you; she has heard in de-
tail all your annoyances of yesterdsy —
Bhe has an angel’s disposition, my wife.
#® % Bheis no longer young, always ill;
a mere breath; but she’s an angel, * **
I'll locate you in the library; ** * you'll
live like & hermit, if you like. * * * Mon
Dieu! 1 see it all, I tell you: these madoaps
of mive frighten you; you are a serious
man; I know al! about that sort of dispo~
gition! Well, you'll find congenial com~
pany * * ® iy wife is full of senee; [ am
no fool myself. 1 am fond of exercise; in
fact, it is indispensable to my health—
but you must not take me for a brute! *
* % The devil! not atall! [I"ll astonish

“Mousieur,” he eaid to me, "I have
spoken to you of my two rival cooks; now
is the time 1o justify the reputation of high
discernment which I have attributed to
you in the minds of these artista,. * *
* #* Alss! 1 am aboot to lose the old-
est, and without doubt the most skillful,
of these master—the illustrious Jean Ros~
tain. It was he, gir, who, on arrival
from Paris, two yéars ago, made this re~
markable speech to me: ‘A manof taste,
Monsieur le Marquis, can no longer live
in Paris; they practice there now, a cer-
tain * * * romaoticetyle of cooking,
which will lead us to heaven knows
where!”"—in ghort, sir, Rostain is a elass-
ie. This singular man has an opinion
of his own! ell! you bave just tasted
in succession two enfremets dishes of which
cream forms the essentinl foundation; ac~
eording to my ides, these dishes are both
a success; but Rostain’s work has struck
me as greatly superior, * # * Ah gh!
sir, I am curious to know if you can of
your own secord and upon that simple in-
dication, assign 10 each tree its froits, and
render unto Cresar what belnn;i-;l to Cesar.
Ah, ah, let us see if you can!’

I cast & funiive glance st the remnants
of the two dishes to which the marquis

all these prodigious concessions, the old
chef ahoor bis head with indifference.
‘But, finally,’ 1 exclaimed, ‘in the name of,
heaven, Monsieur Rostain, do uPIlinl'
‘Mon Dien! Monsieur le Marquis,” then
said Jean Rostain, ‘I mustconfess to you
that it is impossible for me io live in a
place where 1 find no one to play & game
of billiards with me!’ Ma foi! it was a
little too much!" added the marquis, with
cheerful good nature. *I could not really
offer to :I.l billiards with him myself!
I bad to submit. [ wrote at onee to Par-
is, and last evening & young cook arrived,
who wears a mustache gave his name
as Jacquemart (of Bordeaux). The classic
Rostain, in a sublime impulse of artistie
pride, volanteered 1o assist Monsieur Jac~
quemart (of Bordeaux) in his first effort,
aad that's how, gentlemen, I was able to
day to serve this great eclectic dinver, of
which, I fear,we will alone, Monsieur and
myself, have appreciated the mysterious
beautiea.”

Monsicur de Malouet rose from the ta~
ble as he was concluding the story of Ros-
tain's epic. Afer coffee, I followed the
smokers into the garden. The evening
was magnificent. The marquis led me
awsy along the main avenue, the fine sand
of which sparkled in the moohlight be<
tween the dense shadows of the tall chest~
nuta, While talking with apparent care~
lessnes, be submitted me to & sort of ex-
amination upon & variety of sabjects, as
if to make sure that I was worthy of the
interest he had so gratuitously manifested
towsrd me up to this time. e were far
from agreeing on all points but, gifted
both with sincerity and good nature, we
found slmost as much pleasure in argu-
ing as we did in agreeing. That epicuri-
an i8 & thinker; his thoughts, al-
ways generously inclined, bas assumed,
in the solitude where it has developed it-
gelf, a peculiar and paradoxical turn, 1
wish I could give you an idea of it.

As we were returning to the chateau,
we beard a great noise of voices and
laughter, and he saw at the foot of the
stoop some ten or twelve young men who
were jumping aod bounding, as if trying

the platform that crowns the double stair-
case. We were able to understand the
explanation of these passionate gymnas-
tics ae soon as the light of the moon ena~
bled us to distinguish & whi.e dress on the

latform. It was evidently a tournament
in which the white dress was to erown
the victor. The young lady (had she not
been young, they would not have jumped
g0 high) was leaning over the balusirade,
exposing boldly to the dew of an sutumn
night, and to the kissea of Diana, her
flower-wreathed head and her bare shoul-
ders; she was elightly stooping down, and
held out to the competitors an object
somew hat difficult to discern at a distance;
it was a slendor cigareiie; the delicate
bandiwork of her white fingers and her
rosy naila.  Although there was nothing
in the mght that was not charming, Mon~
sievr de Malouet probably found ie it
sométhing he did not like, for his tone of
cheerful good humor became suddenly
shaded with a perceptible tint of annoy-
ance, when he murmured.

*‘There it is again! I was sure of it! It
is the Little Countess!”

It is hardly necessary for me to add
that Thad recognized, in the Little Coun-
tess, my Amazon with the blus plume,
who, with or without plume,seems to have

to reach, without the help of the steps, | P37
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we were reaching, Monsieur de Malouet
and myself, the top of the stoop, leaving
the rival pretenders to vie and struggle
with increasing ardor, the Little Countess,
intimidated perhaps by the presence of the
marquis, resolved to put an end to the
scene, and thrust abruptly ber cigarette
into my hand, saying:

“Here! it's for you! Afterall, you jump
better than any of them.”

Aud she disap after this parting
shah, which possessed the double advan-
tage of hitting at once both the victor
and thke vanquished.

This was, 8o far as I am concerned, the
last noticeable episode of the evening.
Afer a game or two of whist, I pretexed
a little fatigue, and Monsieur de Malouet
phad the kindness to escort me in person
to & pretty little room, hung with chintz
and contiguows to the library. I was dis-
turbed during part of the night by the

mubo:'m_:onl sound of the piano an ther
rumbling noise<of carriages, o
l!il’iliut-l‘OI which made me maore

bitterly than ever my poor The
Continued next week.

We Marry Too Young.

A New York medical journal sensibly
says: Amongst our American population
—perhaps particularly the first and second
generations from emigrant parente—there
appears to be a very strong tendency to
marry young., This very nﬁoially ap~
plies to the female portion of the commau-
nity. Ameflcan yousg men seem infatu~
ated about marrying girls not out of their
teens. A young woman of twenty-four or
twenty~five years of age, in the city, is an
“old maid.” Marrying young men seek
a union with children of fifteen to seven~
teen years of age—girls that ought to be
in charge of their parents for some years
to come, instead of becoming mothers
themselves,

This infatuation results in undeveloped,
growing girla thus becoming young moth~
era before they are fit to leave their own
mothers’ care. The first consequence of
thia is that the infant offspring of a beard-
less boy of eighteen or nineteen yesrs of
age and a childish girl of fifteen or sixteen
years, but little stamiina and soon
droops and dwindles, and dies in the first
weeks or months of its existeace,

Croseing from Brooklyn to New York
on & ferry-boat, recently, we observed a
pale, delicate, unbealthy-looking little girl
trying to pacify a sickly, erying, dyiog in~
fant. For a little time we were complete-
ly puzzled in conjecturing whether the
llnnu‘h'l was the mother of that dying in~
fant or not. And yet she handled the ba~
by with something of that air only & moth-
er can manifest, Being curious to ascer-

tain the truth of the maiter, we made free,
with endless apologies, to ask that girl if
she were really the infant’s mother, With
somewhat of color rising in her pale cheeks
and & mother's pride sbe said:

“Yes, sir, this is my child.”

Heartily and sincerely did we Elu.y
that little girl Withoua! strength bher-
eelf, there was that litte infant want-
ing in vitality. Before this article meets
the eyes of our readers, that poor babe
must be amongst those that figure in Dr.
Harris' returns as dying “under one year
old."”

What a “Creole™ In,

A correspondent writes to the Chicago
Inter- Ovean:
“Before I came to New Orlesns I had
an idea that a Creole was & hall breed of
some race—Cuban, French, or Spanish, |
dido’t know which; and I think many of
the Northern people have the same
notion, and would be grateful if I would
correct them before they come down here
and show their ignoraucens I did. A
Creole i & native of Louisiana, as any
one born in Indiana is & Hoosier, and in
Ohio a Buckeye. They don't have dark
pensive eyes and romactic hair, and they
don’t sit on verandas, with their fist
agaiost their cheek, and a shapely arm,
bare to the elbow, resting on the balus-
trade; and they don’t look off into the
Ell’den of orange trees and banavas and

rooping palms, with aligators crawliog
over their walka. It's & misrepresenta-
tion, this idea; but I was sorry to bave
my romance shaitered when I found it
out.”

Thers are two gentlemen in New York,
says the Sun, brothers, well known as men-
about-town. We will call them Bill and
Jim. Bill stutters a little. Said Jim one
day: “*Bill, I want you to go with we aod
see a Scotch terrier. He is the greatest
ratter in the city. We must have that dog.”
“I'll go," said I!ill. They went, The ter-
rier was brought out, and a rat was loos-
ened with him. To fulfll the character
aseribed to him, the terrier should have
dispaiched a certain number of rats with~
in ope minute. But & single rat seemed
to be fally & match for himn. Indeed the
longer they fought the more it looked as
if the rat wonld prove the better of the
two, The dog shook and the rat bit; but
the rat seemed to bite the hardest. Fi~
nally Bill broke out: **J-J-J~Jim," said he,
Vid-b-b-buy the ratl”

Nothing on earth can smile but a hu-
man being. Gems may flash reflected
light, bat what is a diamond~flash com~
ed with an eye-lash, and mirth-flash ?
A fwee that cannot smile is like s bud
thst cannot blossom, and dries upon the
stalk. Laugbter ia day, and sobriety is
night, and & smile 18 the twilight that
hovers gently between them both, and
more bewitching than either.

A country paper gives the following ad-
vice 1o & correspondent: ““We shall have
to decline your article on the ‘Decline of
Aristocracy.” We have left out several
of our own articles this week, and yours
is worse than any of them. Take our ad-
vice, and wrile a few short picces; wrile
plainly; write only on one side of the
gheet; and then take your pieces and
burn them in the kitchen fire.”

Good manners, as it has been pithily
said, are only the absence of selfishness.
They are doing to others ss we would
wizh to be done unto. A thoughtfulness
for the comfort of thoseabout us, & pleas-
ant smile, a kind word, these are the in-
gredients of which good manners are
chiefly com posed.

Ben, Benson, of Richmond, Ind, killed
a ground-Log just as he was going into
liis hole for a six~weeks’ rest. The far
mers in that vicinity talked some of lynch-

always the same disposition. She recog~

nized me perfectly also, on her side, s

you'll see dircetly. At the moment when '

ing Ben.; but finally let him off with &
round dozen, This judicious act saves
the crop.

_with ten cent

NO. 10,

Unappreciated
A few days ago young Gurley, whose
father lived on Croghan street, organized
a theatrical company and purchased the
dime novel play of I]lmle:." The com~
pany counsisted of three boys and a hostler,
aod Mr. Gurley’s hired girl was to be the
“Ghost” if the troupe conld guarantee her
fifty cents per night.
foung Gurley suddenly bloomed out as
fessional, and when his mother asked
im to bring in some wood he replied:
"Thangrr. am penniless thou canst not
e m

““You trot out after that wood or I'll
have your father trounce you!" she ex~
claimed.

“The tyrant who lays his band on me
shall diel” replied the boy, but he got
the wood.

He was out on the step when a man
eame along and asked him where Lafay-
elte street waa.

“Doomed for a certain time to roam the
earth!” replied Gurley, in & hoarse woice,
and holding his right arm out straight.

“I say, you—where is Lafayette street?”
called the man.

“Ah! Could the dead but speak—ah!”
continued Gurley.

The man drove him into the house, and
his mother sent bhim to the grocery after
potatoes,

“I go, most noble Dnchess,” he said, as
he took up the basket; “but my good
sword ehall some day avenge these in-
sultsl”

He knew that the grocer favored theat-
ricals, and when l‘:’c‘r{ there he said:

“Art thou provided with a store of that
v bles known as the "later, most ex-
cellent Duke?"”

“What in the thunder do you want?
growled the grocer as he cleaned the

cheese-kuife on a piece of 3
“Thy plebian mind is m compre-
hension!” answered Gurley. =
“Don't try to get off any of your non-
sense on me or 1I'll crack

When his father came home at noon

the boy was going crasy, aod relsted what
hadao{mrrufm“ .
“ gee what ails him,” mused the fath-
er; “this explaine why he hangs around
Jo‘l:n?i.n'.l’ barn numnch.“ s
t the dinner table young Gurley spoke
of his iather as the “illustrions ot,"”
and when his mother asked him if he
:dmld lrave some butter gravy he answer-

“The appetite of a warrior cannot be
satisfied with such nonsense.”

When the meal was over the father
went out to his favorite shade-tree, cut a
sproat, and the boy was asked lo step out
into the woodshed and see if the peastock

ere,

“Why, most noble Lord, I bad sup-
posed thee far away.

“I'm noc.r; far l:kn{ﬂbut wl;: Xt';

ing to m ou skipl”
futher. “TIl teach you to fool around
ies! Come up here!”

For about five minutes the woodshed
was full of dnmla feet, ﬂyi:ﬁ arms and
moving bodies, then the old man took
a rest and inquired: :

“There, your Highness, dost want any
maorel”

“Oh! no, dad—not a bit morel” wailed
the young “‘manager,” and while the fath-
er lllﬂt('fof down town be went in and
nﬂoh winlly inﬁ;r:lad the hired p:u I.'h;l.

e must cancel her engagement ]
fall season.— Defroit Free Press.

Sniffles brought his two week's spree
to asudden cloge Thursday night. He lay
on a lounge in the parlor, feeliog a8 mean
as sour lager, when something in the cor-
ner of the room attracted his attention.
Raising on his elbow, he gazed steadily at
it, Rabbing bis eyes, he stared agai
and as he his terror grew. Calling
his wife, he asked hoarsely:

“Mirandy, what is that?”,

“What is what, Likey!” :

Saiffies’ name is Lycargus, and his wife
calls him Likey for short and sweec.

“Why, that—that—thing in the cor-
ver.” said the frightened wan, pointing at
it with & band that shook like a politi-
cian,

“Likey, dear, 1 see nothing,” replied
the woman. 3

“What! You don't see itl"” he sbriek-
ed. “Then I've ‘em. Oh, heaveas!
Bring methe bible, Mirandy! Bring it
quick! Here, Lere on this sacred book I
swear vever to touch another drop of whis-
ky. If I break my vow, may my right
ba;-l cleave to the roof of my amouth,
and—

Here catching another glimpae of the
terrible object, he eluiched his wile and

b"ﬁf in piteous tones:
“Don't leave me—don't leave your
Likey,” and burying his face in the folds
of her dress, be sobbed and moaned him~
self into a froubled aleep.

Then his wiie stoje gently to the corner,
picked up the toy nnie. and threw it in-
to the stove.

Kalaksua remarked to a friend before
leaving Washington, that the ladies of
that city appeared to him *‘very forward.
One of his attendants, who chanced at the
moment to espy a fashionably-dressed fe-
male with an enormous bustle, expressed
the opinion that they seemed i0 bhim
principally “backward.”

A airouit preacher in Missouri yed
for rain one night at & Bmtr'g]lf:nn.
and the farmer, who had & horse race
arranged for the next day, was so mad
that he turned the man out of
doors.

There isa man in & Chi hospital,
a victim of a mmilruad acecident, whose
head is alive, but hia entire body seems
10 be dead. Knives have been stuck into
his body, but they produce no effect upon
him whatever.

A buteher in Indiana tied one end of &
rope round his waist and lassoed s steer
with the other, At first he ithought he
bad the steer, but at the end of the firat
balf mile he began to suspect that the
#teer had him.

The heart is the only thing that in-
creases in value by being broken,

Mrs, Gurley told him that she believed | ;
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Hanging RBasketa,

What looks better than preity i

baskets tastefuily filled with planta? A
et, how seldom they are Lo be met with!

Lﬂm of living planis may essily be
had in perfection; select such ki as
will stand in & room. As regards the
baskets themselves, 1 like 1o see the wire
work painted a dark green. Some paint
it witrrigbl colors, which quite ils
the effect fthc e::;;:. -'I:i'ieh B e
gay cnough, ss ¢ color, without any
ldéilion in the way oLrint. Inside 1l e
wireswork put & thick layer of
moss, 80 84 to prevent the soil from
ping through; over this put some broken
crocks, and then fill up with whatever
com ia best suited 10 the requirementa
of the planta with which the buskets are
to be filled. For summer decoration there
are numberless placts that can be grows
in baskets, but, for winter bl
::;hi li;beugr. or looks more showy,

n isson's unique geranium or scar-
let Tro both of which will contin-
ue in dower all th the winter, and
droop down all around the
basket. A basket, indeed, npever looks
well voless it is :ndrn':.bd with ‘:-l
droopi t row a8, o~
-uau..‘v?xrtha vari ivy-leaved
Pelargonium, called L'E ile i
the eenter should bea 5 o plant
of Fuchsia Mrs. Marshall. -my bas~
kets may also be made of silver varia-

?ud ium Lady Plﬂnoulh and
rifbl bine Lobelia, or of blue Counvol-
vulus, with Christine Geranium in

center; in fact, any flower that suits and
is put in with taste, will look well

Po;.dlu%:'l‘:uhm suited for

ixed f g s -
geldum? l::t':heﬂul-:l-“i.-.l. Iresines and

lan ve an effective A
ﬂin';:.a-box made of 'ood.w lived with:
zine, suspended by four cords or wires,.
up which ean be trsined creepers,
makes a pretty room ornament. The

¥

B

empty pate int aa regards creeping planta in
insminulcl"mndtcm.:.d .&“mmm’ﬁhpﬁ
“Hamlet” had to come down from his|health, is to give them of water
high horse and ssk for a peck of pota-|Juring the growing season, more
toes. sparingly in the winter, and to keep the
“What made you 8o long!l"” asked his | jogyes clean. If baskets are hung high
motber as he returned. there should be some means of up
“Tl:iy grave aball be dug in the cypress | i them every morning with steps. lithe
glade!” he answered. baskets are small the best way 1 lo carrp

done, 508 tea~tray or som of the
kind should be ander o
catch the drip.— The (London) Garden,

———— - ————
Horrible Death From the Bite of a
Taranastnla.

Mrs, Jervis, wife of a lwrmer living
near Sacramento, died & few dayes ago in
this city from the bite of s tarantula. The
case is , and is another instance

of the attributes of this insect, not
uncommon in Many of Califor~
nia. Some six ago M

B e vt i piccs of
doi 'Y
0 which she mighd
be & of matohes, sod took Kold
of it. Asshe did so ahe felt & sharp pain
like the prick of & needle or pin, and
found semething attached to her fore-fin-
She screamed with terror. Her hus-
Ed lit & candle, and to his hosvor
wound be immediately csuteried He

Three

yet, sirange losay
to erawl, sad
Thle feciiog abe seid
! of a spider. 18 ing
:b?mlda:t‘:uududhm_ one
of the strongest phases of this disease,
e e e
, 0 in, i |
kind.—&mn-fd-{-hu.

A Kupprossed Genlas.

The Detroit Free Presssays A Caseav-
enue father prceured an outfit of o1l paints
and brushes for hia eight-
other day, the lad baving developed s
ent for deawin
boy for two or A
them into the parlor, sad trinm

inted ta the proofs of his artistic

e gilt on the walls tormed a
ponndu':kvbrhi-.lﬂ hchﬁm
8 horse over one door, s Fon over
er, 8 bind over a third, snod at intervals
along the walls be had brought out fish-
ing ships, fire-engives, Indians in fall
dress, and Iunneh.l-‘. . He bad
put & new barder on the L-muhvnt-
tains, striped the legs of aad

to touch up and improve certain

chromos and oil pain hanging on the
walla Father and mother gased
nndlhlyunnintium_ ¥y
them to pat him on bis head
they were of such a son.
didn't bim—not very much,
ther the son's ear
thumb and finger, and led b
several rooms to the woodsh
followed may be inferred from a
dropped by the muul overheard

estrinn, “Oh, er, let up on me,

‘Il never be an artist any more.”

g
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Biue water-proof cloth has almost en-
tirely taken the Ellﬂ of the black
white mixed cloth of former years. It is
very becoming to almost every complex-
ion, and when made up in sppropriate
and becoming stvle is a very pretty as well
garment, and one almost neces~

do ot suffer from it have no time to con~
sider it in sny shape

“T'll take your part,” as the dog said
when he robbed the eat of her portion of
the dinver.

The little worn baby's shoe, for ‘whic.h
no one cares to-day, what a treasure it will
be to-morrow!

The balls of sight are so formed that
one man's eves are apetacles to another 1o

read his heart with.

Happiness is unrepented pleasure.




